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Quiet 


Author's Notes: 
| originally posted this on A03 a few months ago. There are more notes over there, but the fic itself is the 


same. 


Mathias was complaining, again 


Olli was barely paying any attention to the actual words he was saying. Rather, he was frying not to, but the 
television had just gone to commercial and Mathias had muted it, leaving no other sounds for Olli to (try to) 
focus on It was late enough that there was little or no traffic on the street outside the hotel. Even the 
heater seemed to be operating more quietly than usual. The room was cramped-it didn't even have a desk and 
chair, just a bed and two tiny tables-and everything was getting on his nerves more than usual. Which was 


saying a lot, given how irritating Mathias could be in the best of circumstances. 
It's just offensive," Mathias said 


Olli gave in and turned to look at him, hoping that expression on his face adequately conveyed how disinterested 


he was in whatever the fuck Mathias had decided was wrong with the movie. 


"The way she's presented as the center of male attention is really questionable. Essentially the revolutionary 
aspect of the story is buried, and the entire appeal of the film is half from watching children murder each 
other, and half from watching boys fight for sexual access to a lb-year old girl who really has more 
important things to be doing." Mathias paused and ran a hand through his hair. He looked honestly distressed 
by all of this, which made Olli feel a little bit bad for him. "What do you think?" 


Olli did't have any deeply held opinions about the dubious marketing practices of the film industry, so he went 
with his opinion on the next most relevant subject. "I think you talk too fucking much." 


Mathias grinned at him and took another swig of his beer. "You want to shut me up?" 
"Someone should" 


"Well, it's just you and me here." Mathias put his drink down. Olli was still processing what he meant when he 
started talking again. "It's not my fault you can't tell the difference between exploitation and empowerment," he 


said. "I don't know how you can just ignore the whole issue of how inappropriate it-" 
Olli reached out and put a hand over his mouth. 
It worked for about three seconds. Then the shock wore off and Mathias bit him. 


"Owl" Olli yelped and pulled his hand back. Mathias had a stupid, triumphant smile on his face, and it was just 
too much for Olli to deal with. "You fucker," he said, and lunged at him. 


Mathias let himself be tackled backwards onto the bed, grabbing Olli's shoulders but not trying to push him 
away. They landed heavily, their faces inches apart, and Olli took advantage of the opportunity to bring his hand 
up to silence him again, but Mathias turned his head to the side and took two of his fingers into his mouth 


before they could cover it. 


Olli was too surprised to protest. He felt Mathias's tongue slip between his fingers and all he could do was 
stare. Mathias was looking up at him, cheeks hollowed around his fingers, a slight flush spreading over his skin. 


He looked exactly like a girl Olli had fucked in Germany once. Olli remembered the way she had met his gaze 
while she sucked his cock, and how her eyes were the same silver blue as Mathias's, and- fuck, he thought as 
he felt Mathias swallow around his fingers. That was when he realized he was half-hard, and he jerked his 


hand back and rolled off to the side, sitting up with one leg folded under him and the other tucked up to his 
chest to hopefully hide his arousal. 


Mathias was still watching him, his left hand pressed against his own cock through the fabric of his jeans. 
What the fuck. 


"You're a pervert," Olli said. He meant it, but not in a bad way. 
Mathias licked his lips, like he was still trying to taste Ollis skin "You like it 
"Fuck you." 


"That won't shut me up." Mathias's voice was dangerously low, and it sent a chill down Olli's spine. He'd seen 


Mathias flirt with people just to mess with their heads plenty of times. This wasn't that. 


He wasn't sure what he was allowed to do in this situation He definitely wasn't sure what he should do. He 
opened his mouth to say something, but then he closed it. 


Mathias sighed heavily and sat up, crossing his legs and facing Olli. "For fuck's sake," he said. 
"What?" Olli blinked at him. 


"You want someone to stop talking," he said, "you do this." And he put one hand on the back of Ollis head and 
kissed him hard. 


Olli kissed him back, at first on instinct, and then because it felt really fucking good. Mathias pulled him down 
to the bed again, falling back and hauling Olli on top of him, lining them up so that one of Olli's legs was 
between both of his own. Olli felt Mathias's cock pressed against his hip and he pushed forward, wanting more. 


Mathias had both of his hands in Olli's hair now, twisting and pulling, and Olli moaned against his lips. It was new 
and strange, being manhandled like this. 


He felt out of control despite being on top, and it was much sexier than he would've guessed. 


Shit," Mathias gasped, “Olli, yeah". He rocked his hips up and the friction made Olli's breath catch in his throat. 
Mathias was practically squirming under him, arching up for more contact, and Olli kissed him more deeply, 
tilting his head for a better angle and pushing his tongue into his mouth until Mathias tightened his fingers in 
his hair and pulled him away. 


"Sorry," Olli said, bracing his weight on one arm so he could look down at him. 


"Don't-" Mathias licked his lips "-don't be sorry." He let go of Olli's hair and skimmed his fingers down Olli's 
chest, his touch teasingly light through the thin fabric of his shirt, and hooked his thumbs into the waistband 
of Olli's pants. "I want these off." 


Fuck, yeah. Olli didn't need to be told twice. He got up on his knees and pushed his pants down, Mathias helping 
him out of them and making sure that his underwear came off with them too. He felt ridiculous wearing just 
his shirt, so he stripped that off too, and he'd barely finished tossing it aside before Mathias gripped him by 
the waist and guided him up so that Olli was straddling his chest. 


Mathias dragged his nails down Olli's chest, making him moan again. "You wanted to shut me up?" he asked, 
grinning up at Olli while he rubbed circles on his hipbones with his thumbs. 


Olli swallowed. "Yeah." 
"Yeah," Mathias echoed. "Well, get up here and fuck my mouth, you fucking idiot" 


He pulled Olli forward by his hips and Olli went willingly, moving up the bed until he was close enough for 
Mathias to press his lips to his cock "Oh, fuck, fuck," Olli gasped, bracing himself against the headboard with 
one hand. Mathias took Olli's other hand in both of his own and brought it down behind his head, holding it 
there until Olli got the message and started to pull him forward, pushing the head of his cock into Mathias's 


mouth. 


Mathias closed his eyes and leaned up to take more of it, until the tip hit the back of his throat. Olli stayed as 
still as he could, shaking with the effort but not wanting to hurt him, but Mathias grabbed his hips again and 
pulled him forward. He had to swallow around him to keep from gagging, and the wet slide of his tongue against 
the underside of Ollits cock felt amazing. 


Olli tightened his grip in Mathias's hair, keeping him in place as he pulled back an inch and then thrust into his 
mouth again. He pulled back again, all the way out this time, and Mathias whined, trying to lift his head to get 
his mouth back on him, but Olli yanked his head back and held him there, just to watch him squirm. It was 


fascinating. 


"Come on," Mathias taunted him. His voice already sounded dry and rough and his lips were redder than before. 
"| know you want to do it." He traced his fingertips over Ollis thighs, a feather-light touch that was at odds 
with the obscenity of the situation. "Come on," he repeated, "Olli, fuck me, you fucking-" 


"Be quiet," Olli hissed, and pulled Mathias forward, forcing his cock down his throat. 


Mathias's throat spasmed around him, so wet and so tight that Olli had to bite down hard on his lower lip to 
distract himself from the intensity of it all. He moved his grip from the back of Mathias's head to the top of 
it and shifted his weight forward until Mathias was completely pinned under him, trapped between his hips and 
the pillow. He couldn't pull back off of Oll's cock if he wanted to. 


Mathias looked up at Olli with wet eyes and flushed cheeks. It should have been humiliating, but Olli thought he 
still looked triumphant somehow, like he was getting exactly what he wanted. After all, he had been the one 
who started all this. "Fuck you," Olli growled, and then he pulled back just enough to thrust in deeper and start 
fucking Mathias's mouth in earnest. 


Mathias lay there and took it, closing his eyes and letting Olli use him, whimpering when Olli yanked his hair but 
staying silent otherwise. The only sounds in the room were Olli's panting breaths, the wet slide of his cock 


against Mathias's lips, and the faint creak of the bedsprings in time with his thrusts. Olli felt the bedsheets 


shift under him, and when he looked down he saw that Mathias had his hands balled into fists, clutching the 
sheets so hard they looked like they could tear. He was fighting with himself, Olli realized, fighting every 


instinct he had and every nerve in his body that must be screaming cant breathe and danger and stop. 


His hips stuttered and he had to pull out to keep from coming right then, thinking about how helpless Mathias 
was. Usually so headstrong and bossy, but now pinned and caught. He looked totally disheveled, eyes fluttering 
closed, sticking his tongue out to lick at the tip of Ollis cock where it rested against his lips. His hair was 


fanned out in disarray on the pillow and there was a trail of saliva leaking from the corner of his mouth. 
Defenseless, Olli thought. 
Fuck, that's hot 


He shoved back into Mathias's mouth and buried himself deep in his throat, ignoring the little whine of protest 
Mathias made and the way he scrabbled and clawed at the sheets. His throat was exquisitely tight, and Olli 
took another fistful of his hair and yanked him up until he couldn't take any more, until his nose was pressed 


against Olli's skin and Ollis cock was completely enclosed in the warm, wet heat of his mouth. 


Olli came with a shout, leaning forward and fucking Mathias's face as he spilled down his throat. Mathias 
choked and gagged on it and the spasms felt incredible, wringing the rest of Ollis orgasm out of him with more 
force than he would have thought was possible. "Fuck," he gasped, "fuck, yeah, fuck, take it" He thrust in deep 
one more time, finishing completely, and then he pulled out and moved off to the side, slumping back against 


the headboard. He was dizzy and his skin was tingling everywhere. 

Mathias turned over and coughed violently into the crook of his elbow. Olli wanted to apologize, or at least 
reassure or comfort him in some way, but he didn't think Mathias would hear him. So he waited, digging his 
nails into his thigh and feeling vaguely bad about himself, until Mathias's breathing returned to normal and he 
turned onto his side, propping himself up on his elbow and looking up at Olli with those pretty blue eyes. "Hey," 
Mathias said. Then he grimaced and cleared his throat a couple times. 

"Are you okay?" Olli asked, needing some kind of reassurance himself. 

‘Oh yeah." Mathias sat up and moved into Ollis lap, straddling him and laying his hands on his chest. "Olli." 
"Hmm?" 

"You taste fucking great" Mathias leaned in and kissed him without giving him time to think, and Olli let him, 
opening his mouth and tasting himself on Mathias's lips. Olli wasn't sure if he liked it, but Mathias obviously did 
from the way his hips jerked forward under Ollis hands, so he went with it. 


He moved his hands to the button of Mathias's jeans. "Can |?" 


Mathias nodded, as much as he could with their foreheads pressed together. "Please." He leaned back just 


enough to tug his shirt up and off while Olli worked his pants open with both hands. When they were unzipped, 
Mathias pushed them down just enough to free his cock and then he was all over Olli again, taking his face in 


both hands and kissing him hard. 


Olli rested one hand on Mathias's thigh and wrapped the other around his cock, and he both heard and felt 
Mathias's breath hitch. He pulled Mathias towards him, and Mathias got all the way up on his knees. It put him 
at the perfect height for Olli to bury his face in his neck, kissing and biting the delicate skin just below his 


jawline. 


Olli ran his fingers over the head of Mathias's cock, gathering the wetness there and smearing it up and down 
his length. Mathias cursed and bucked forward in his grip. "Harder," he mumbled into Olli's ear, tangling his 
fingers in Ollts hair to keep his face pressed to his neck. 


Olli moved his mouth lower and bit down hard, sinking his teeth into firm muscle instead of just skin, while 
trying to keep a steady rhythm to his strokes. Mathias was panting, his breath hot on Olli's skin. Olli pulled 
back for just long enough to lick his lips, and then he covered the same spot with his mouth again, sucking on 


it for a moment and then biting down as viciously as he dared. 


Mathias whimpered and came all over Ollis hand and chest, pressing his face into Ollis hair as he fucked into 
his grip with short, erratic thrusts. 


When he was done, he sat back on Olli's legs and rested his forehead on Olli's collarbone. The only sound in the 
room was their breathing. Mathias's was still fast and heavy, and Olli's was slow and deep. 


"Fuck," Mathias said. 


Olli nodded in agreement and ran the fingers of his clean hand through Mathias's hair. Having an exhausted, 
happy Mathias in his lap was great, but he was starting to feel sticky. "| need to shower." 


Mathias made a noncommittal noise at him. 

"Get the fuck up, drama queen" Olli shoved weakly at Mathias's shoulder. 

"Mm" 

Olli rolled his eyes and tried pushing Mathias away more forcefully, but Mathias grabbed his hips and took 
advantage of the momentum to pull Olli down with him as he fell to the side. Their chests slid together, 
slippery with-ugh. Olli thought it was kind of disgusting. Mathias looked thrilled. 


"Now | have to shower too," Mathias announced proudly. 


"You could have asked" Olli said as he carefully got up off of Mathias and off of the bed. 


"Yes, but where's the fun in that?" 
Olli didn't bother responding to that. 


He did, however, let Mathias follow him into the bathroom and press him back against the tiles in the shower, 


kissing and touching until the water ran cold. 


